EXTREMES MEET

she was to take him up to her room. She had even en-
trusted Mere Bonbon with the key, though everybody
knew the owner of the pension was an old thief and not
to be trusted. But what matter ? Better to lose a few
odds and ends of jewellery than to keep him waiting out-
side an instant. He was so particular about not being
seen by the other girls. The most wonderful man in the
world! She had always enjoyed listening to girls talking
about their amants de cceur. It had always sounded
wonderful, and now she knew what it was like. Some-
thing so different! Something so new! And he would
be with her to-night

And at this moment Arthur Radcliffe was saying good-
bye to the Davenports, telling them what a jolly evening
he had had and how sorry he was that he could not stay
the night, but that with the messenger arriving in the
morning he felt that he must get back and that really
he did not like to leave Georgie alone in the hotel. Oh,
of course, he would bring her next time. She would have
come this evening if it had not been for the show at the
Legation to-morrow. " Good night! Good night! "

A few minutes later he was driving slowly through the
pine-scented moonlight back toward the city, driving
slowly and lazily, because he did not want to stir up the
white dust and because it was no use getting to the
Pension before two o'clock and because he wanted to
think.

There was plenty to think about It was no use
trying to keep it secret from Georgie that he had not
stayed the night with the Davenports. Mrs Davenport
would be bound to say something about his leaving them
after dinner. The best thing to say would be that he had
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